California, from South America to different parts of Europe. This
expansion fired Julia's imagination. He worked as she would have
done herself had she been in his place. He held the salesmen's reins
in firm hands. He gave them liberal expense accounts and a good
salary. But he made no exception to the rule, " Produce or get out."
-Their orders were a measure of his success. Kimball soaps, soap
chips and powders sold well. The company never sacrificed quality
to price; consequently, the soaps sold for more than the average bar
of soap or box of soap chips. But Handman always insisted that
people didn't mind paying a litde more for something good.
The proof of that, Julia agreed, was to be found in the daily " pick-
ups " she filed from the letter baskets of the various departments.
Stacks of orders, letters, paid bills, piles of pink, yellow, blue and
white invoices, credits and debits. The actual job of filing Julia dis-
liked intensely. It was boring and repetitious. She preferred to
operate the switchboard; she tolerated the many other tasks she had
to do. The bars of soap, faintly scented; the tall boxes of soap chips;
the jars of scouring powders, fine as face powder, delighted her. The
letters in Spanish, French, German and English that poured into her
files, fascinated her. They blocked her ambition into high towers.
Her position sounded humdrum enough. Filing clerk, as Jimmy
scoffed, but Julia knew she was reaching up. The sky would be her
Jimit.
Every month, without fail, she deposited twenty dollars in a savings
account; twenty-four dollars a month went to her father for room and
board. He protested that it was not necessary when she offered him
her first payment.
" I want to,*' Julia replied proudly. " Besides, it will help with
your expenses."
" Without a doubt," James assented.
" Bucks and the lady," Jimmy remarked, coming in as Julia made
a notation on her cheque-stub.
" That's all right," Julia said. " I pay my own way and I'm starting
a future."
" Oh, the rainy day girl."
" I'm not saving for a rainy day," snapped Julia. " I'm saving for
an opportunity."
" Do tell! "
As the months progressed from winter to spring, time moved too
fast for Julia; her advancement was too slow. As if he sensed her
restlessness, Handman approached her at the switchboard late one
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